July 7, 1915

It was just an ordinary domestic
broil, too trivial to detail on paper, as
such broils usually are.

_ The pity of it was that the Green
ings, who were devoted to each other,
should quarrel at all.

Jameson Greening was horribly hot
tempered. This was. the first time he
had shown it to his wife. She was fot.
in the wrong, as it happened, and his
hard words hurt her. Jameson was
Jealous of her chance encounter with
an old friend. And a jealous man can
be unjust.

But Daphne Greening was an Aus
tralian. Australian girls are brought
up on an equality with men, but they
exact and get the deference due to their
sex. She kept herself in hand, know
ing that if she let herself go her tem-
per would burn quite as fiercely as her
husband’s,

““That’ll do, Jimmy,’’ she said quiet
ly. ““T met him by accident, and 1
asked him to lunch, as I would any girl

chum. And I wop’t apologize, because
there wasn’t the slightest bit of harm
in it.?? ;

““I refuse to let you entertain Aus
tralian backwoodsmen in my house,”’
fumed Greening.

““I’'m an Australign myself,’’ ghe re

minded him. ‘“And I knew Mr. Fan
shaw long before I met you. He used
to take me on his<hkmee when | was a

little girl.”’

““And T dare say he wouldn’t object
to do the same thing now,’” retorted
Greening rather vulgarly

Daphne flushed angrily

““T’ve never heen talked to like this
before, Jimmy. It's insulting. I'm
not—taking any more.’

She left the "‘room, and presently
Greening flung out of the house,

He already—Tfelt ashamed of himself,
but he had not reached the point of
going ~straight to his wife and apolo
gizing. No doubt she would do that
herself and 8o save him an ignominious
humbling. They would be sure to have
regained their normal relations by din
ner-time,

fTe turned at his club St
James Street, Lunch there, a quiet
read, forty winks, and a game or two
of hilliards would put him right with
the world agdin.

After all, Daphne was the jolliest,
hest-tempered lit!lvl wife-comrade in
the -world, and he had heen a beast to
haul’her over the coals for what, after

in in

all, was only an ordinary act of hos
f»italily to a fellow countryman
That s exeellent * club  luncheon lost”™
some '‘of it8 savor.  There was some

4hing wrong hwith the mayonnaise, the
Jgrill was not/just as he liked it, Stilton

was out of #eason and the Port Balut
was, not fresh enough A smoke and

the papers 'were not as consoling as
Greening had expected

Betwgen the printed
readifigial) the unkind things he had

in place of the illad,

lines

saidtb his wife

he kephi)
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packing of & portmanteau and the
writing of a short letter which she left
on the desk in her husband’s library.

Dear Jimmy,—There is no neces
sity for me to explain why I.am leav
ing you. The reason should be quite
clear. I am too proud to stay. We
have had- six awfully happy months
together, and I will try to keep the
memory of them with me wherever I
K(l.

Too proud also was she to take all
her personal belongings. They con

sisted mainly of Greening’'s presents to -

her. All she had in the way of money
was five pounds. The banking account
which her husband had opened for her
did not count. She did not
draw upon that. Five pounds, she was
quite sure, would keep her going until
she got an engagement on the stage.
She knew of no other way of earn
ing a living. The stage seemed to offer
an easy avenue to immediate employ
ment.  Most of her own friends and
all of her people were in Australia. SBhe
had only herself to rely on now, B8he
was very young, altogether inexperi
enced, and not in the least bit fright-
ened at the big step she had taken. She
would take anothér name, make her

Daphne.
-~

intend to .

““What! In the middle of the
show?'’ he sneered,
““You can at least deliver my card.”’
An insolent stare was all she got,

““Do you refuse to take it?’!

The man shrugged. ““Oh, if you
like.”! He took it. ‘'Out of a shop?'’
Daphne, ignorant’ of the technieal-

ity, mistook his meaning and flushed in-
diununtl{.
““No, I'm not,”’ she answerad. Then

she. changed her tacties. ‘‘Please try
and get. Bir Wilfrid to see me,’’ she
said in a softer voice.

The doorkeeper changed his, too. He
came nearer, an evil expression on his
heavy face,

‘“Just one kiss then

Daphne gave him a look of disgust
before she turned and passed out thru
the swing door., Bir Wilfrid was com
pletely inacecessible,

Bo was Cecil Ford, Mayne Fuller, Bir
George Arundel. She was told that
she could not see any of these lumin
aries except by appoigtment,

Bhe felt horril@wn.urtml und
disappointed. It too late to at
tempt to see other managers that even
ing. The houses of entertainment were
disgorging their audiences already.

Bhe was passing the Pall Mall '{‘hen»
ter on her way home when it oceurred

The first stage door Daphne presented hersel! st was guarded by & rod-hoaded doorkosper
of repulsive appearance

way alone, and perhaps in & year or
two, when by hard work she had made
a position for herself—perhafid become
Aamous-—~her husband would her,
ognize her—bring her home again

Mo, was not proof against that dream
Fql ‘the beginner If hope did mnot

Kee

testions—photographic studies of st wpring.eternally in the breast of every

fully-posed actresses clothed vhu'flrv in
a vard or two of ‘muslin and a smile=s

cusing, reproachful ¢yes. He was clean
out of form at billiards.

He decided to go home. The uneasy
pain he felt, mental rather than ph_vuil
cal was worse than an attack of indi
” It showed him how tremen

gestion
fond he was of Daphne, tho.

dously

Why had they quarreled at all? What
on earth had made him begin it? Yes
he would go hame, teili her how sorry

was, get it off his chest
It had taken him hours to reach the
apologetic state. The interval had been
pregnant of much affecting two lives
But he did not know it. He could not
guess that things of vital import to
Daphne and himself would bhe :,.y.],.r,.,;
as matters where human- life is con
erned are frequently ordered-——in m uch
Jess time than
[':xp',' ne Greening took big u'-‘-;,
in hers in something under an hour The
manifestation of it was the

he

hours
the

outwar

owould be Thespian the stage would not

w yuch an overcrowded profession as
Daphne’s face stared at him with ae W &

L 8
The first thing to do was to find lodg
Bloomsbury being central, she
room in one of its boarding
and gave her name as Miss
She even had some cheap cards
in that name. Thén she un
packed, dte a badly eooked supper, and
hastened off to theaterland.

She had no idea that it is quite as
difficult to obtain audience of an im
portant actor-mapager as to interview
royalty. The king himself might prove
more ';u-rvuulblp, for kings are human,
whereas the potentates of the theaters
are often lacking in the attribute of
humanity

The first stage door Daphn- present
ed herself at was guarded by red
headed doorkeeper of repulsive appear
ance

“Can | see Bir Wilfrid Nuttal?'’ she
asked. “‘Here my card.’

The man did not even glance at it

ing
took a
houses,
Barry

printed

to her to try her luck there. The man-
ngement wan in the hands of an actress,
u woman, who, rumor had it, has ever
wet the conventions at deflance. Daphne
did not know that.

Bhe was inquiring for Miss Beck
Muyer fully expeeting another rebuff,
when a lady makiag her way out stop-
nml to listen to what she was saying.
he was over-dressed, over jeweled,
over-scented, Yet there was some-
thing arresting, even compelling shout
her.

““What is it?’’ she asked.
do anything for you?t'’

“Can |

Bhe turned to a man who waiting fnl’\

Tieér in the vestibule. Tn the street an

claborately upholstered ear was throb-
bing, its engine runninq free
““Sha’'n’t be long, Ted,’’ she said

over her shouMer, ‘‘Come along, Nttle
girl.”’

Bhe led Daphne along a corcidor into
her dressing-room, a palatisl room hun
with wilk, furnished with Louis X\’f

It chairs, and a dressing-table copied

rom an original that had onece ltood
is\'«ul”lﬂ.

‘Well?’"’ she wsaid, looking Daphne
over critieally.

‘1 want to go on the stage,’’ Daphne
made unswer, under the Improulon‘:‘m
she was speaking to one of the actr
playing in the plece. ‘‘I'm quite inex-

(1089) 7

erienced, and [-thought that Miss
Mayer might be able to help me to
make a start,'’ ; 3

The bejeweled lady laughed lightl
and thogghtfuily fingered the gol! to!
let articles on the dressing-table.

‘‘Miss Mayer would te ou there
is only one way to succeed on the
stage,”’ she snid. - Bhe made a gesture

indicating the room and its contents.
“This way.''

YOf course you know Miss Mayer
well?'’ snid Daphne innocently.

“Vory well,"’ 3

““And, like her, you've succeeded?’’

The suggestion brought n mirthless
lnugh to the actress’s lips, but she did
not answer the question direetly.

‘‘So you want a leg-up,’’ she mused.
‘“What's brought you to stageland?
Haven't you n home?'’

*I—had."’

‘““Married?'’

““T've loft my husband, We quar-
reled. I—1 eame right away,’’

In the fewest possible words she re-
Inted what had happened. The actress
listened, not unsympathetieally.

‘‘Heavens! And you eall that a quar-
rel!'" whe smiled. ‘I should eall it a
good excuse for some extra kisses. You
must go baek, of course.’'’

“1 ¢ouldn’t, however much I wanted
to. My pride—"’

The woman turned from her a little

impntiently, -
COh, L.ridol“ she exclaimed, and
snapped her fingers scornfully, “‘Look

here, I could help you if T liked. No,
don’'t thank me. - I'm- not going to.
['ve never refused a hand to any of my
awn sort who are up against {t. But
you're different, You've got some illu-
sions left. Keep them and keep off
the stage. Don’t you understand?’’

““No,”” said -Daphne simply,

“Then 1711 tell you. I'm u Jawess.
That means | was !{rouuht.up with par-
ticulurly stern views concerning moral
ity, Kiurnmy In n religion with my
race, | went on the stage. For five
yenrs 1 was more often starving than

not. I had no decent clothes, was
passed over continunlly, and girls with-
out an ounce of tulent got the parts I

ought to"have been playing, simply- be-
cnuse they looked more prosperous.’’
‘“And then you got your chance!'’
“Then—1 Yook my chance, And this
in what i spelled: my father cursed me
nand flung the mouney I offered him st
my feet. My mother's heart was
broken. M{ brothers and wisters don’t
know me. I'm an outeast, a parish, as
far as ttu‘v. are concerned, Do you
think all these things—gold and d‘u
Mﬂminacompnnnu‘ me for all I've
low It wasn't long before T hated

zum lru I hltod‘ thol ’l‘lfz “-Ilh.
ow, I'm used to it, " umed
to it. I'm all in, You see w‘n\un.

odds are against you! You may start
with the hest of intentions, T did,
I'm not running down the stage. There
nre lots of good women on |
who would share their last penn
any one in renl need, 'l'llkil" n{
ean I help you with money?’

Daphne shook her head worr

The uctress laid a hand on her arm,

““You’ll thank me ong day for the

ndvice 1've heen giving you, It sounds
like n Jeremiad, doesn’t it Tt's mot
that, tho. T Lo~ know. Good

night. Come to me if 1 ean be of use
to you in any other way, Don’t
anything rash, T1'll always see you.
Bhe nodded and led the 'z‘
Daphne, at the stage door, wate
et into her ear.. The man who
een waiting took his seat besids
On th.Jth of lea the
it oceurred to Daphne that she
seen Miss Mayer after all; nor
know the name of the setress to
she had just been talking.
‘“Has Miss Mayer loft?’’ she

3

]

Tee

1

in-
quired,
The doorkeeper stared st her.
““Yes,”’ he said stolidly. -
Continued on Page 24
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